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The GPS lies. I don’t care what anyone says.
It tells me I’ve “arrived,” but all I see is a wall of snow, a narrow driveway, and a cabin so picture-perfect it looks like it’s judging me.
And of course, the moment I turn into the driveway, my tires spin out like I’m trying to drift in a Honda Civic commercial.
We skid, slide, and then—yep. We’re stuck. Absolutely, completely stuck.
“Dad... is this it?” my kid asks from the backseat, voice hopeful.

“This is... something,” I say, gripping the wheel like I can magic us unstuck through pure optimism.

The engine whines. The wheels spit snow. Nothing happens.

Not exactly the triumphant arrival to our fresh start I was hoping for.
New town, new life, same old chaotic energy.
I’m debating whether crying counts as “problem-solving” when there’s a sharp tap on my window. I jump hard enough to hit the horn with my chest. It blares through the trees like I’m announcing our arrival to every moose in a ten-mile radius.

I whip my head around—and immediately forget how to breathe.

A man stands outside my window holding a snow shovel.
But calling him “a man” feels like calling a glacier “a little cold.”
He’s huge. Broad shoulders under a flannel jacket. Snow in his dark hair. A jawline that could crack ice. The kind of guy who looks like he splits wood for fun and scares away wolves with a single look.
He lifts one eyebrow like he’s deciding whether I’m helpless or just stupid.

Great. Perfect. Love this welcome.

I roll down the window. “Hi. Sorry. I, uh... we’re new.”

“I figured,” he says. His voice is low and warm, the kind you feel in your chest. “You’re not getting out of that rut without help.”

His eyes flick to the backseat where my kid waves enthusiastically.
He doesn’t smile. But something in his face softens—just a tiny bit.
“I’m Logan,” he says. “I live next door.”

Of course he does. Of course the sexiest man I’ve ever seen in my life is my next-door neighbor. Because the universe loves humor.

“I’m Adam,” I say. “This is my son.”
My kid waves again. Logan nods back.
“You got snow tires?” he asks.

I blink. “I have... regular tires.”

Logan exhales like he’s questioning my entire approach to life.

“Alright,” he says, stepping back. “Put it in drive. I’ll push.”

He says it like it’s no big deal—like helping a stranger in a snowstorm is a normal Wednesday activity—but watching this man prepare to shove my entire car with his bare hands feels illegal somehow.

I do what he says. The car jolts as he pushes. Hard.
Snow sprays. My heart is pounding.
Not because of the car.
Because... him.
One final shove and the car pops free like it never got stuck at all.

I pull into the driveway. My kid claps like Logan just performed a magic trick.
Honestly? It felt like it.
We get out, and I immediately trip on a chunk of ice and pretend I totally meant to do that. Logan watches, expression unreadable, probably regretting every choice that led him to this moment.

“Thanks,” I say, brushing snow off my jacket. “Really. You saved us.”

“Snowbrook gets worse storms than this,” he says. “You’ll learn.”

A challenge? A warning? I can’t tell.
All I know is his eyes linger on mine for a second too long before he clears his throat, adjusts his shovel, and steps away.
“Welcome to Snowbrook, Adam,” he says over his shoulder.

And I swear the air gets ten degrees warmer.

***
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THE CABIN SMELLS LIKE pine, dust, and someone else’s cinnamon candles.
It’s not mine, not yet, but stepping inside feels like I’m closing a door on everything that came before.
I set down the first box—labeled “IMPORTANT”—which is hilarious because all that’s inside are socks, my kid’s stuffed fox, and a half-empty bottle of ibuprofen. If that doesn’t summarize my life, I don’t know what does.

My kid runs straight to the little loft bedroom, shouting, “This one is mine!”
The stairs creak. Snow falls outside like we’re inside a shaken-up snow globe.
I breathe.
The silence is strange.
Big-city noise has been my soundtrack for years—traffic, yelling, the constant hum of other people. Snowbrook feels like someone hit the mute button on my old life.
I start unpacking the essentials:
clothes, toiletries, the worn blue sweater I refuse to throw out, the coffee maker I practically sleep with, and the photo of me and my kid from last summer before everything started falling apart.
I place the photo on the kitchen counter and stare at it for a moment.

We look happy.
We were happy.
Then my ex-wife said she needed space.
Then space turned into separation.
Then separation turned into “I don’t love you the way I used to.”
Then it all turned into lawyers, paperwork, and a sinking feeling I couldn’t shake.
Now I’m here.
New town, new life, new attempt at becoming the kind of dad my kid deserves.
I open the next box: winter jackets, gloves, and exactly two pairs of jeans that don’t look like they survived the apocalypse.

I hang the coats by the door, and the cabin immediately feels less empty.
Still not ours... but getting warmer.
A shadow moves across the window.
I freeze.
Outside, that same flannel-clad neighbor—Logan—walks across his porch carrying a bag of firewood under one arm like it weighs nothing. He’s not looking at me, but just seeing him sends that annoying flutter through my chest again.

I hate that flutter.
It messes with the narrative I’ve had about myself my whole life.
Straight.
Married.
Father.
End of story.
But the universe apparently likes plot twists.

He disappears into his cabin, and I exhale way too slowly.

My kid comes back down the stairs, out of breath. “Dad! There’s a mural on the wall upstairs! Like actual mountains!”

“Oh yeah?” I ask, grateful for the distraction. “Does it look like Snowbrook?”

“No,” he says confidently. “It looks better.”

I laugh. “Then it’s perfect.”

He runs off again. I keep unpacking.

Clothes folded.
Toothbrush in the bathroom.
Kitchen items stacked neatly.
Only what we need. Nothing extra.
That’s what this place is—our transition.
Somewhere to breathe before we figure out the forever plan.
The knock on the door makes me jump.

I wipe my hands on my jeans, hoping it’s not the rental manager coming to say I already messed something up. When I open the door, it’s... him.

Logan Ridley.
Snow-dusted hair, a dark sweatshirt now, broad shoulders filling the doorway.
He looks warmer without the flannel, somehow more real and less... statue-of-a-man-who-haunts-my-thoughts.
“Hey,” he says. Not a smile, but not as gruff as earlier either. “Just wanted to check in. Make sure you got settled.”

“Oh. Yeah. Thanks,” I say, suddenly aware of the mess behind me—boxes, jackets, my life scattered in cardboard. “We’re, uh... getting there.”

Logan’s eyes flick briefly to the disarray, then back to me. No judgment. Just observation.

“If you need anything,” he says, “tools, firewood, directions... the grocery store is confusing for newcomers. They move things around.”

“The grocery store?” I ask.

He nods, completely serious. “Every week. It’s a Snowbrook thing.”

My laugh escapes before I can stop it. His lips twitch, like he’s fighting a smile.

“Thanks,” I say. “Really. For earlier too. I thought we were going to spend our first hour here living in the driveway.”

“You’d be surprised how many people arrive that way,” he says.

He glances at my kid through the window, who’s now building a pillow fort.
Something warm shifts in his expression.
“Well,” Logan says, stepping back, “I’ll let you get back to it. If you need anything—”

“I know where to find the guy with the shovel,” I finish.

His eyes flicker. That almost-smile again.

“Yeah,” he says quietly. “Guess you do.”

He turns and heads back across the snow, his boots leaving deep prints in the fresh powder.

I close the door, lean my forehead against it for a second, and exhale.

New town.
New start.
New neighbor I absolutely should not be thinking about.
Perfect.

***
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THE NEXT MORNING, I discover something deeply insulting about this rental cabin: it waits until I’m feeling proud of myself to betray me.
I’m making breakfast—toast, nothing complicated, nothing risky—when I decide to rinse a pan. I turn on the faucet, expecting a nice steady stream.

Instead, the faucet coughs once... sputters...
and blasts a jet of ice-cold water directly into my stomach.
Not across the room.
Not sideways.
Not at an angle.
Nope.
Right into the softest, least emotionally prepared part of me.
I yelp so loudly my kid screams, “WHAT HAPPENED?!” and I’m already soaked from chest to waist like I got hit with a water cannon.

“I’m fine!” I lie, slapping at the knobs like I can disable the faucet through sheer panic.

The water does not cooperate.

It sprays again—this time hitting my face.
My soul leaves my body.
I finally twist the right knob and the water shuts off with a violent shudder, leaving me dripping onto the kitchen floor like a disgraced sea creature.

My kid peeks around the corner, eyes wide.
“Are we... calling someone?”
I run a hand down my face. “Your dad is not a quitter.”

But my voice cracks halfway through the sentence, betraying me.

I grab a towel, mop myself off, stare at the traitorous faucet, and accept the truth:

I have no idea what I’m doing.

And we both know someone who does.

My stomach flips.

Do I really want to go over there?
Looking like a drowned cat?
Asking the ridiculously attractive man next door to fix my sink?
...Yeah.
I do.
“Watch the cabin,” I say, grabbing my jacket. “I’m going next door.”

My kid shrugs and returns to building a pillow fort. Childhood is magical.

I take a breath, open the front door, and crunch through the snow to Logan Ridley’s porch. His cabin looks sturdier, calmer, more put-together. Much like... him. Great.

I knock.

The door opens a few seconds later, and Logan stands there in a charcoal T-shirt and loose sweatpants — casual, warm, unfairly good-looking. His hair is slightly mussed, like he ran a hand through it after waking up.

He looks at me.
Then he looks at my damp shirt.
Then back at me.
“...Something break?” he asks.

I inhale sharply. “Yes. The faucet attacked me.”

His mouth twitches. A very tiny, very real smile that he’s trying to hide.

“Attacked you,” he repeats.

“I’m the victim here,” I say. “A wet victim.”

“...Right.” He steps aside, reaching for a hoodie and boots. “Let’s go see.”

I lead him back to my cabin, suddenly hyper-aware of every step he takes behind me. My brain tries to act normal but absolutely fails.

When we get inside, Logan surveys the kitchen like he’s assessing a crime scene.
“Show me what happened.”
I turn the faucet on again—just a little—and it immediately hisses and sprays a thin, chaotic stream sideways. I jump back. Logan doesn’t even flinch.

He crouches under the sink, pulls the toolbox he brought, and motions without looking up. “Hand me the wrench.”

I grab the toolbox, open it confidently, and pull out... a pair of pliers.

He glances up.
“That’s not a wrench.”
I freeze. “It... looked wrench-adjacent?”

He gives me a look that says he’s deciding whether to laugh or revoke
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